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ANGEL OF DEATH 




In the twilight of insanity 

I race the clock like a hungry dog 

Sniffs a gourmet meal 

Left feeling like the last sentinel 

The last paying customer 

At the last movie show 

All these years an explorer 

Set out to discoverer a new world 

Blindfolded without map or compass 


The Holy Grail a shameless slut 

Spits out bits and pieces of the puzzle 

The poems arrive like a migration of birds 

Poems mated with a full blood moon 

Left cooking these strange images 

Like a fry cook sweating over a greasy grill 


Strange this trip back in time 
Not with flesh and blood 
But in the disguise of words 
The muscles the cells changing 
Dying and yet somehow surviving 
Traveling through a warped time tunnel 
Through an origin you cannot remember 
Because there is no you to remember it 

I walk behind my shadow 

Shed the years like a burlesque dancer 

Sheds her clothes 

I who have never called myself a poet 
Never clothed myself in consonants 
Vowels similes or metaphors 
Planting words on the page 
Like a florist prepares a bridal banquet 
A tender arrangement of flesh and bone 
At war with the demons who leave behind 
A Custer massacre of words 


In the face of a raging bull 
growing old was not supposed to be this way 
dreams reduced to confetti 
fall like hard rain to the ground 
stepped on over or around 

the angel of death lurks in the wings 
does a slow two-step shuffle 
like a gypsy selling her wares 
in the shadow of a tattooed dawn 

A-O. WtNANS 


I wake in the morning with volcanic dreams 
Rambling inside my head 

My eyes a heat-seeking missile hones in for the kill 

Le*f*fe reding ff kc 7 , j uv\k l c overcome wt'H tpemops 
A J or w*vi ng a. r c 2 -p/ag 





POEM FOR GARY SNYDER 


When I was publishing Second Coming 
I traveled to Sacramento to make a pitch 
for a small press publishing grant 
Confident my chances would be good 
with you as the newly appointed Chair 

To my surprise, I heard you say 
poets should not rely on grants 
that they should apply like others 
for a bank loan 

At the break 

I followed you to the Men's room 
watched you unzip step up to the urinal 
and take a whiz 

that's when I made my move 
asked you what bank was going 

to take poems for collateral _ 

I thought maybe you had been 
in the mountains too long gf TjT ( 
maybe all that chopping wood 
had taken its toll , 
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I could see you were uneasy 
1 mean a man has his pride 
but I wasn’t about to give up 
and pressed on with my case 


It was not the longest piss in the world 
or was it the shortest somewhere in betwe 
but long enough for me to make my point 



When you were through 
you zipped up your pants 
looked me in the face and said 
“You have balls.” 


Two of them I said 
the last time I looked 
He left laughing 
two months later 


Eternity 



Saving Graces 


I was sober for the first time in a few years or so. 

I am not sharing this, because I am proud of this fact. 
Or in need of a slap on the back or a special chip. 

We all fall down occasionally. 

But with age we begin to break often. 



And when this foot heels and I get back up on my feet again. 

I m putting my best foot forward towards never being sober again. 

Avoid coordinated activities and childish dares when under the influence of 
Jim Beam. 

Yeah I never could skateboard, but I'm told after I fully heal. 

I will be able to play the piano. 



49 


Which is somewhat of a miracle being I could never play that fucker before 


I think my doctor may be on drugs. 
That's okay News Flash. 

So am I. 


W 1 


to** 


Pain By Numbers 

As the pages add up, while the memories haunt and the vices feed the pain. 



The music remains your only friend. 

And the truths seem distant as the lovers long since past. 

It's said when Miles Davis let his wife slip away to jealousy. 
He was quoted as saying. 

"Whoever gets her, is a lucky motherfucker." 



Sometimes our demons can destroy our future's happiness. 

And sometimes we chase away every dream, to exist within our nightmares. 


It's only in the nights. 

I can face my truths without remorse. 
Emptiness colors in the questions. 


It is in these nights from which I yearn to be free. 





Please Share With Class 


A fellow editor was speaking to me about writers, when your name was mentioned. 
It s strange how a memory and an old wound can easily be reopened. 

As easily as picking a scab. 

We haven t spoken since Christmas and although I would never admit this in public. 

I missed your chaos, as the coast needs a storm. 

If only to have something to speak of to old friends and new faces alike. 

People viewed you in a way that was so far from the mark I had to laugh. 

They never knew the truth, but I certainly did. 


Wm* 
* *« • 



You were not some pretty face with an empty mind, nor were you an attention seeking whore. 
In my anger I had portrayed you to be. 


We were apart now but once how we were truly something. 

That sadly never was to be. 

We shared truths no others could know as now we share silence and distance. 
There is no love without pain. 

I missed what I could not have and you would simply move on as all the rest. 



You last told me. 

“I would die a lonely and bitter old man.” 

This was a partial truth for I would die lonely but never bitter. 
For my dear I had truly known you. 


/>oc4r<j Aj 
J°hn p-oxvick 
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Epitaph In Publication 

Our words in publication are like our names written in cement. 
A time capsule trapped as the world changes around us. 

They are left behind, as even we move on. 



And if another shall find them without knowing the burden of the fool behind them. 
They will understand the true purpose of our art. 


Its not in the trivial bickering of things we should simply ignore and move on. 
It's about the words and nothing more. 


Our names left to stand long after our demise. 
Cast in stone and pages burden free. 

This is the only true ending a writer will ever know. 





/ saw the trees by themselves 

the dead do not speak 
loudly, they bring 
a breezy 

voice that lulls, a dream, 
a want, i resign life 
& this shell 
is turned 

into an autopilot disaster. 


dilapidated, the barren 
road curves into a frightening 
weariness 
as bone-soft limbs 
tremble in the trumpet 
of wind, the sun 

has been unforgiving. 

the last bit of joy 

curls & its browned edges 

bow in prayer. 

i cannot remember 

the last time 

i lived. 


we search for clouds 
but all we find 
are dusty storms. 

the air beats down. 

the air beats us down. 



loving becomes an execution 

it is complicated/our statues/ 
of flesh/still living/in a memory/ 
where yesteryear/humanity/ 
became obsolete/a plague/ 
formed touch/into extinction/ 
intimacy/into death. 


we regress/into routine/ 
the loneliness/nonexistent/ 
if we/secretly wear/safely/ 
cloth bags/& held/breath/ 

& just/the faintest/kiss/ 
quick/then step/back. 


we live/in the shadows/ 
of a dying kind/of home 
bodies/& fear of leaving/ 
/with distance/ 
with pauses/before 
footsteps/& knowing/ 



touch/becomes two/ 
funerals/multiple griefs/ 
embers/& ash/& bones/ 
teeth/quiet/in the warmth/ 
of the crematorium/dead 
no longer/buried/the ground/ 


too full/of rotting carcass/ 
mass graves/have become/ 
landmarks/smoke/from burning/ 
flesh/are prayers/are stories/ 
are reminders/even inside 
our walls/we die. 



my sleep deprived morning poem 

tiring, my mind 

adjusts to night, a yawn 

& then an elongated blink, please 

surrender your eyes 

sleep said, unearthing 

a perimeter— his propaganda 

to inhabit nightmares 

& nonconsensual 

terror, wrapped 

as a gift & laid 

on the doorstep 

of my mouth. 

but i know better. 

i first drink the blood 

of the holy man 

& retreat 

into the pages 

of his prayer, 

maybe a spell. 

sometimes 

these things 

begin to blur 

& chanting 

becomes a song, 

becomes 

the beginning 



Requiem At Foresthili Bridge 


The Gamer 


before he goes 


1 was never a big gamer 

he closes his eyes and thinks— 


but with too much time to kill, lately— 

this is easy 


and kill it 1 do, kill it 1 must 

it's like that 50 footer at the Yuba 


because it's turned on me 

when we were kids 

c 

like a rabid dog— 

my legs always shook a little 


1 find myself playing video games 

up there, too 

£ 

stupid, mindless games on my iPad 

especially if 1 was wet 


and 1 think 1 understand the obsession, now... 

and a breeze blew 


we just want to win- 


% H 

win at something, for christsakes 

I'd tell myself— 

Sw 

because for most of us 

it's a drop all right 

c* 

the rest of the time 

but it's a straight shot 

• 

■N. 

there's no winning 

and of course the water's gonna be cold 

only losing 

but it's plenty deep 


and then more losing 

so you just 


we go mad with losing 

don't think about it first 

X 

we simmer with the rage 

just go, right? 

of the grief-stricken 

that's the best way 

—& 

it's why we're so quick to murder 
over women...or men 

he smiles 

m 

who don't want us anymore 

thinking of the good times 

V* 

V) 

over masks 

they had back then 

toilet paper 
parking spots 

he remembers his friends 

V 

or dismissive glances 

down below 

on subway trains 

cheering him on— 


small victories 

"Come on man! 


smalL.and empty 

Just do it!" 


victories 


he takes a deep breath 
and jumps 

he'd never spun around 

in midair before 

but then— 

this is 

a much 

longer 

drop 

at least the water 
won't be cold this time 

probably won't feel 
a thing 
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Amor Fati 


Mannequins 



this is a peculiar sickness— 
where sometimes 
I see the truth 

I get it all worked out in my head 
and, temporarily...there is balance 
I accept causes and effects 
this long chain without accidental links 
things happen as they should, as they must... 
"everything happens for a reason" 
however you want to say it 
sometimes I even refer to this necessity 
(metaphorically) as "the gods" 

I see how much 
is out of my hands 
and walk with a smile 
for a time, until.... 

I encounter someone 
someone moony-eyed 
full of positivity 
full of spirituality 
who reveals to me his own truth 
and it is basically the same as mine 
but with different words 
and a different tone 
he says out loud what I hide 
what I cradle in a secret place 
and, having heard HIM say it... 

(and now is when the sickness appears) 

I puff, and roll my eyes 
and my rebellious little brain 
tears everything to pieces 
I curse fate once again 
I make war against the heavens and the earth 
as I mock this crazy bastard 
who dares to agree with me 
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every few years i 

find myself at the mall 

i walk around 

look at things and people 

and remind myself why i 

avoid such places 

this time there's a new arcade 

a bewildering array 

of lights, sounds, and virtual reality 

nothing an 80's child like me 

would recognize 

the teenage girls 
are the same ones that 
rejected me and my 
awkward friends back then 
the boys that follow them 
are us, but with cell phones 
sneaking video of jailbait ass 
in tight jeans, skirts 

i think what i like best 

about the mall 

are the mannequins 

in storefront windows 

posed like brazen plastic whores 

in some red light district 

these days many of them 

wear masks 

it's a joke I guess 

but maybe not... 

maybe they should have worn 

them all along 

i think we've caught something- 
something insidious 
something far worse than any virus 
from these emaciated creatures 
draped in sweatshop agony 
with eyeless, featureless faces 
smooth as the hoods 
of shiny new sports cars 
or the blood hulls of yachts 
that cost more 
than your house 





out by the river 


it’s a 117 in the shade 
out by the river, 
it’s only 11am. 

i crack another beer 
watch the crazies 
walk by. 

dragging coolers, 
and portable chairs, 
lean-tos and tents, 
all manner of flotation 
devices litter the surface 
of the water. 

Lake Mojave. 


stars at night 

i’m so 
tired, 
i tried 
to write 
a poem 
today, 
but only 
got so 
far. 

just a tide, 
nothing more. 


i sit in my chair 

nestled in two feet of water, 

my cooler anchored in place. 

i crack another beer. 

it’s only 111 5am. 

this isn’t Pirates Cover, 
there are no thongs, 
no string bikinis, 
no bulge’s stretching thin fabric, 
these are moms 
and dads, twelve cousins, 
a pervy uncle, six siblings, 
neighbors that never get out. 

i crack another beer, 
it’s only 1122am. 

trucks with trailers 

wait at the launch. 

jet skis race 

up and down 

the main channel. 

the public lands ranger says, 

howdy sir, make sure those empties 

find a home. 


i don’t 
know what 
the title 
means 
or might 
have meant 
in the moment 
i wrote 
it down. 

but i left it, 
right there 
at the top, 
dangling without 
meaning or 
purpose. 

perhaps 
i will finish it 
or start over, 
but, most likely, 
i will leave it: 
dangling 
without 
meaning or 
purpose, 


i have seven left, 
i’ll be home by noon. 

Jack henry 


just like most days 
down in 
the hole. 

Jack henry 


she is not alone 

i never touched 
water so cold, 
my heart dies 
slow against 
its faithless tide. 

she stands alone 
on a far shore 
out near a horizon 
relentless in its 
jealously. 

i can see her tears 
fall slow into the sea, 
waters rise with every 
ro llin g wave. 

soon we will all drown 
without swimming, 
soon we will gasp 
for one last breath. 

/ack henry 


GREEK CHICKEN SALAD 

Listening to the song 
on the overhead speakers 
at California Pita in 
Downtown Los Angeles, 

“It Must Have Been Love, 
But It’s Over Now.” I can 
say I have been there. 

I could Van Gough my ears 
when Bryan Adams comes 
on next. Luckily, my order 
is ready and I leave. I walk 
back to the Office to the 
sound of traffic and birds 
singing. Nothing against 
soft pop, but there is often 
always something better 
to get you through the day, 
like Greek Chicken salad. 



Revolution 


Party 


lots cuwfrie'moc 
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Resilience 


Philosophy 




a dystopian: Salvador dali - flordali ii, the pink butterfly, 1981 


WALKING IN HEAT 


* 


the fruits sag from her chest, 

ripe and fervent, she stands 

wild, her legs apart, the tentical 

rooting inward incubating 

the sin, processing the removal: 

lust drips tenderly like a sadistic flower. 

her arms reach for a solid grasp. 

dynamically, the phallus waits - 
he can taste her pollinated lips 
flit through the air, the sweet 
breeze hardens him. castration 
looms over his head yet his leaves 
rattle with gratification, memory - 
bright berries about to rupture. 


he hangs from the branch. 

his rotund flesh, heavy 

for earth, already beginning to circum 

to the punishment for gluttony. 

the spearing of his body. 

his blood dripping, sticky, 

the juice in exchange for rotting. 

the daughter wails - pleads - 

begs, her dirty knees are strength. 

though her words become wilted 

laid barren to the ears of the executioner. 

he continues the punishment 

they deem as thinning 

and finishes the forcing through. 


Walking in heat 

thirteen years later without a hat, 

without sunscreen, 

since my mother's sobriety I arn burning up. 

things come into place, 

in a retrospect, the lingering of life, We just lost our dog. 


kids & mental health: 

a weight, alcohol ebbed 
the strain it was to forget 
these things existed. 

i decipher plausible 
directions — the outcomes, 
as an adult, searching mem 

showed anger, fear 
& swirling confusion 
from jim beam 

yet her confidence 
grew more evident. 

& you, child, sifting in place 
couldn't understand 
you weren't the problem 

yet neither the answer. 

j c hn comp-ton 

INVISIBLE STARS 


We all feel the loss. 

It’s national dog day. 

It makes me feel worse. 

We have no idea how 
we will make it through 
the day, let alone the 
year, with all this pain. 

The sunshine scorches 
while I wait at the light. 

Not everyone wears their 
mask outside in the street. 

It is a terrible year. 

One of the worst in all 
my life. So many people 
in the world will agree. 

I need to head inside 
before things get worse. 

It’s a hundred degrees 
and there’s rain in my eyes. 

J</is m oc 
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the birds, devastated refugees, 

scratch across the sky 

longing to find a home. 

exiled by the holy apricot preaching 

his scripture of new beginnings 

transforming the land into a religious war 

of Christian sovereignty. 


Let us go invisible 
through the day 
like Wadsworth’s 
stars from long ago. 

Let evening come 
as twilight fades. 
Invisible no more, 
let your star shine. 


the statue of the flower 

with butterfly wing petals 

will be removed, the symbol of freedom 

torn down with the streets purged 

of disgust and vandalism. 

prayers will be sanctioned as breath 

and may god's grace cleanse thee. 


Dress yourself up 
like in younger days. 

Go out and live your life 
before age catches up. 

Opportunity fades 
just like the stars that 
cannot be seen. We are 
all invisible most days. 

luls c u a.uhie w*c 






BACKWATER LIVE. 


ROGUE WAVE, 


A pool, a pond, discarded, rejected 
from the river's flow. 

Stagnant, murky, foul. 

Willows recoil, 

guard their graceful branches 
from touching the surface. 

Even Catfish do not dwell here. 
Water birds do not visit. 


Backwater. 


*%»•*; *• 
it?** 


But when the moon is full 
and hangs just so, •?*.*,• * 

it shimmers quicksilver. 

The willows sway like praying ghost, 

A nigh bird glides over the surface. 
And when the Jasmin blooms 
its scent pervades the air, 
masking the stench. V *&•!*• 

Then, for a moment, 
from the cabin on the bank, * * •* * 
she sees beauty. 

She looks at him, 
holding that threadbare bag 
of broken promises, 
the only thing they ever owned. 

And she holds hope. 


, • *** - 
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A wave of uncertainty 
hits a quicksand beach. 

Recedes, builds higher, stronger, 

draws sand from under 

feet grasping for a hold. * 

It carries sharp edged shells ^ 
broken promises, 
shattered dreams; 

and Jedermann's straw hat, 
the one he lost on the beach 
a few years back. 

SEARCHING. 

We followed the illusion 

of bend parallels, 

unaware of diverging direction^ 

Now, light years apart, SU 

we reach through empty space I 
to find each other again. 

Searching for a bridge, 
the tunnel of a wormhole, 
before all implodes, 

when words mean nothing, 

T and love is gone. 
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Turn the Headlights Off, We Are All Running Blind 


A Bottle of Green Mouthwash 


I pull into the parking lot 
after an especially a long drive. 

The last 30 kms pure crawling hell 
with the local sheriff looking to make 
a name for himself in an 
election year. 



And following the palm trees all the way 
down to the sweat lodge tropics, 
there is a disagreement 
by the hedge line. 

I park on the far side of the lot 

as the women on both sides get mouthy 

so that the men are forced to get into it. 



There is a definite loser. 

One man over the other. 

Turn the headlights off, 
we are all running blind. 

The women from the winning side 
keep talking. 

As I pay for the night. 

Bring my few belonging in. 

Trust the elevator 
that has seen better days. 

Fall into this tired bed 
that has always been 
good enough. 

Wrapping the bleached white 
blankets around me like a 
new skin. _ 



She lights a cigarette 
before she ever sits down. 

Tossing her purse on the seat beside her, 
a bottle of green mouthwash falls 
to the floor. 

I am three tables away. 

By the dartboard that is missing 
four numbers. 

The bartender comes out himself 
because the waitress doesn't want trouble. 

He tells the woman to take her "cum money" 
and get outta here. 

That he doesn't want to see her again. 

She croupy coughs at him, 
puts her cigarette out on the table 
beside a black ashtray. 

Then she is gone. 

Taking much of the personality 
with her. 

What is left is sad. 

I want to leave, but the dark is comforting. 
That smell of animal urine from the alley. 

I want to leave, but I am part of it. 

Slowly peel the label off the bottle. 

Scratch my head without answers. 
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to rip arteries apart. 

A singing voice a smooth calm habitable voice strong enough 
to rip my arteries apart, 

Strong enough to create heaven on a popsicle stick 

and then shout out to the skies that we're alive 

inside a big fat fucking lie, here on the ground 

where there is no sound apart from the arteries 

being ripped apart 

and while some sit down 

Others, Well they stand up and rip more blood 

from the ceilings of mist 

and acrobatic design structures 

purported to envelope the skies 

from whence we came out of those skies 

Covering the skies in a magnetic glue which prohibited the structures 
of entanglement to fall open and bring about, 

The End of this world 

To start anew and build more heart 

To save no more boats from leaking but to ponder 

a thoughtful glass of deliberation a deliberate movement 

to repatriate and persist in building a humanity that works together. 

All, with one voice Strong enough 

to rip arteries apart. c • HAWKEs 





All the Things that Can Die in You Before You Have a Chance to Live 

There was this cubby hole under the stairs. 

All the boxes had been removed. 

Her mother babysat me and a few other kids. 

Her daughter three or four years older. 

Trying to teach me how to kiss. 

In that dark cubby hole under the stairs. 

As though she were doing me a favour. 

Then reaching her hand down my pants 
while her friend sat cross-legged and watched. 

I couldn't have been more than six, 
but you grow up fast when no one is watching. 

All the things that can die in you before you have a chance to live. 
And I never told anyone until now. 

Some of the best thieves come with brilliant 
white smiles. 



<%v!nn -fUnzjafi 




Songs About Vaginas 

at 37 my brother struts like ted nugent 
in our parents basement 
just like he did 
back in high school 

it’s like he’s trapped in a time machine 
shaped like a muscle car full of regrets 

the women he sings about 
have never been real 

they’ve never shopped for groceries 
or fumbled around for loose change 
on the Pennsylvania turnpike 
only to have it all 
lead to nowhere. 

John Dorsey 


for Christian Clevenger 

milkman i wouldn’t worry too 
about the lizards in the couch in my garage 

just think about your future prom date 
wiggling all over your body 



much 



you are the child of a river 


just remember the words 
that brought you here 
& move on. 


John Dorsey 


Barrio Roll 


Her kids 
hang off her 
like an ill-fitting 
thrift shop dress, 
ask if she 

has to work tonight 
as she stands 
over a stove 
flipping pancakes 
for dinner, 
already painted up 
with a purse 
full of mouthwash 
by the door 
and a pimp called 
Ravi that takes 
care of her 
high. 


ryzn foinn .fhnajzn 


close your eyes 
turn off the lights 

& call it young love. 

John Dorsey 
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rejection number 133 lunch is here 

recently we live in the stmj 

i received a rejection tiiese days, as we 1 

of three poems & ln searc h o£ some 

a short story from a journal 
based in Spain or ato .P a J a gg ed 

France or somewhere, inside a box that s 

overseas ^ w^ait for resolutic 


% 


we live in the strangest kind of fiction 

these days, as we roam across vast empty plains 

in search of something our fingers cannot yet grasp. 

atop a jagged hill, in a small house made of wood and paper 
inside a box that sits in a darkened room, 
i wait for resolution and lunch. 

i ve been on hold so long i no longer know where i am. 

my doctors, with uptown degrees that hang in cheap frames 
on unpainted walls, tell me to start thinking 
about the end of the story, the second act is 
nearly over and my mind no longer sees straight lines, 

i should be working, the day is here, and time 
keeps moving forward. 

and yet...my feet are tired, i take off my shoes, 
a storm is rising from the east, i can smell it. 
my contactless Postmate delivery arrives and lunch 

is finally served. » j / 


the email consisted 
of a single word, 
one word in bold, 
underlined, & a font 
large enough 
to read from 
several feet away. 


indifferent, 
but i print 
the email 
tape it to wall, 
along with the other 
132 rejections 
i’ve received 
over the last 
435 days. 

it is a powerful 

statement, 

no, 

yet a bit 
ambiguous. 

i rage 
silently 

at this one word, 
no. 

this monolith 

of wonder 

and stealth, 

and abstruse meaning. 

quickly 

i write a strongly 
worded message, 
back to this Spanish 
or French 
so-called editor 
of the poetic form. 


his, perhaps her, response 

is quick, succinct. 

dear poet, 

i hit send too soon. 

i meant to add, 

thank you. • / 
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Forging breath into the unique whirl of time 
I soM the signature of god as if it were mine! 

Tins right hand, creation was easy, seven pens later, 
I asked her if she knew who stole the lights 
of heaven, she began gouging out her eyes 
weeping to kiss the face of dawn 
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Sometimes, these words grow like weeds, 
suffocating my lungs , drowning my soul, 

sometimes, these words suck me off, 

& leave me spent wasted & dreaming of stars 

Sometimes, I miss being alone 

A lerr/ii WalJon 










let it dry up. 


LOST SUMMER OF LOVE 



Presumably I am an omen and you 
must be the gift I was waiting for. 

But that was a long time ago 
and so now I am unable to approach. 

Time can be an empty circus 
a destructive art form 
it's will has endured 
a psychiatrist strangling himself. 

Hanging from his favourite tree. The physicality 
of acrobatic momentum found often in 
sleep walking 
through the night terrors. 

I just went inside because 
there was no room 
in the dried up pantry 
No hosted fashion parade 
can keep me... 

...I think you wanted 

an ear, Filled with cups of dishwashing liquid 
a yeast blend On a boat. 

Hard boiled and filled with 
old traumatic memories. 

I was offering 
an off switch. 

That's what you needed 
to scream about 
The end which is coming. 

j • £ • hzw kcs 


We made love in this house 

That long-ago Summer of Love 

Here in the Haight Ashbury 

The sun beating its head against 

The window shades 

Of the old Victorian structure 

Where we jammed on the floor 

All-day and night 

Posters of Janis Joplin 

And Jimmy Hendrix on the walls 

An empty six-pack 

A bumed-out roach for company 

Making music with our bodies 

As the nine-to-five crowd prepared 

Their death march to work 

Passing this house decades later 

Janis and Hendrix long gone 

The months the years piled-up like litter 

I watch a cat in the alley 

It’s back raised 

Stakeout its territory 

Visions of that Lost Summer of Love 

Flicker inside my head ignites a fire 

Extinguished quick as a blink 

Death crawls sideways up the banister 

Steals my memories carries them away 

In an empty satchel 

A■ O. w/t/AHS 







NEW WORLD ORDER. 


September ends 
when the 
fires 
bum out 
the remains of 

what was said to the doorman 
and to the presidential suite 
all claiming ownership 
of a world drowning 
and rising 
simultaneously. 

It was in a burnt out collective soul 

the collapsing of 

all memories 

everything secretly found 

dreadfully experienced by 

the lonely and the kinky people 

Traversing the stairway 
into heaven’s braid 
through veins which gave 
no blackened moments 
heading upwards now 
and into the mix 

dreaming the glitch 
it was a different envelope 
and fashion parade 
opened and delivered 
roaming is switched on 

We are Sold 
to the nearest hand 
holding the updated 
software disguised 
as the human 
pulse 

of light waves 
Streaming the latest version 
of a window to other realms 
outside of the earth 


As all of the horses fled 
The birds flew south 
The flowers bloomed 
and we were no longer 
in the same room. 


March was a car crash 
running over the end of the world 
and as September ends 
we might just find 







ourselves 

flooded with grief ^< 7 - ^ 

and investments of brigade . tZ. 

and a new world order 

Instead. * ^ 
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-For my girlfriend- 

Lost four universes beneath the fake smile 
as she locomoted across the room, 
snagging my soul in her leggins 
my scream muted by pubes, I fell in love, 
damned & tormented from the start. 

ncrr\tt [VxUon 


-I love you- 

seething against the sun, my headache becomes 
purity/ beating the silence into submission, 
these words call to you, my dark love, 
hungry for your oblivious teat, I howl & whine, 
waiting, dear, to be scarred one more time. 

/y)crr'i4-t 
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